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Keiji Nakazawa was seven years old when the atomic 
bomb fell on his home town of Hiroshima. A professional 
cartoonist, he has devoted his life to telling the story of that 
terrible event as seen through the eyes of young Gen, the 
barefoot hero of this book. 

Barefoot Gen (Hadashi no Gen) was originally serialized in 
a Japanese children's comic weekly, and later compiled into 
four book-length volumes. Volumes One and Two have been 
translated into English by Project Gen, a group of volunteers 
dedicated to making Gen's story available to people around 
the world. 
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IMAGINE YOURSELF 


A LITTLE BOY. 

by Barbara Reynolds 
Wilmington Peace 
Resource Center, USA 

If you read Volume I of Barefoot Gen, you already know that 
this is not an ordinary comic book. In the first place, it is true. 
Everything that Keiji Nakazawa describes really happened — to him 
or to people like you and like me. And it happened to thousands 
and thousands of them, all of whom were plunged in a single in¬ 
stant from a known and predictable world into a flaming hell. 

In the second place, this comic book was not written as enter¬ 
tainment but out of the author’s desperate need to communicate to 
others what had happened, what he had experienced, so that those 
of us who have never known war might understand — and learn. 

It was not written originally for Americans, although we, of all 
people, most need to know about the atomic bomb and its effects. 
It was written for Japanese young people because Nakazawa was dis¬ 
tressed to find that twenty years after the war most students knew 
nothing about the atomic bombs and that many teachers were not 
sure how to teach their students about such subjects since they 
themselves had no experience of war. 

Nakazawa did not begin the task of writing Barefoot Gen for 
his own pleasure. Every memory was painful and he wanted only to 
forget. But these memories would not remain buried. They con¬ 
tained a lesson that had to be passed on to succeeding generations, 
a lesson that must be learned and taken to heart if mankind is not 
to repeat the tragedy. Unless we can learn from history, human 
beings are doomed to repeat the mistakes of the past and Keiji 
Nakazawa determined that the testimonies of those who had sur¬ 
vived the A-bomb must not be lost. I am grateful that he has con¬ 
tinued to write and to publish the story of Gen and I am grateful to 
the people, Japanese, Americans, and others, who have devoted 
many months and even years to preparing this translation so that you, 
English-speaking readers, might also hear Nakazawa’s urgent plea 
for NO MORE WAR. 
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Nakazawa is not alone in his decision to communicate his ex¬ 
periences. Almost from the beginning, while they were still strug¬ 
gling to stay alive, there were those who tried to convey the reality 
of the atomic bombing. At first, they were forbidden by the U.S. 
Occupation to write or to publish anything but still they persisted. 
Later, after the peace treaty had been signed, they began to publish 
but by that time very few people would listen. Japanese were busy 
rebuilding their disrupted lives and didn’t want to be reminded of 
the war. No one seemed able to understand that, for the hibakusha 
(survivors of atomic war), there was no end to their suffering. 

Americans, in particular, did not want to hear about “Hiroshi¬ 
ma”. Photographs, documentary films, poetry, and art — as well as 
first person accounts when they did become available in transla¬ 
tion — served only to inspire fear or awaken defensive guilt. Parents 
who were alive at the time of the bomb did not want to discuss it 
with their children. If the subject came up, they hastened to justify 
the dropping of the atomic bombs by saying, “What about Pearl 
Harbor? Don’t forget who started it!” or “It saved half a million 
lives.” 

I have good reason to know about the deep resistance of Ameri¬ 
cans to the appeals of Hiroshima for I myself unconsciously closed 
my mind and refused to understand. Like most Americans who 
were alive in 1945 when the first atomic bombs were dropped, I was 
not greatly disturbed when I heard about them. War dulls people’s 
sensitivities and we had come to accept mass bombings of civilian 
populations as a necessary part of the war effort. The destruction of 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki — cities I had never heard of — seemed 
justifiable, especially since they brought an end to the war. Few of 
us understood what this new type of bomb really was. We were 
told that Hiroshima, a city of some 68,000 people, had been total¬ 
ly destroyed, that it had become an “atomic desert” where nothing 
would grow for 75 years. But we were also told that this bomb — 
and the second one, dropped on Nagasaki — had not only ended 
the present war but had made all future wars unthinkable. More¬ 
over, the peacetime uses of atomic energy were going to open up 
tremendous benefits for all mankind — or so we were told. I, along 
with most Americans, believed it because we wanted to believe. 

I gave no thought to Hiroshima or Nagasaki. Two cities had 
been alive and now they were dead. The thought that any might 
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have survived, that thousands of men, women, and children — 
desperately injured and without medicine, food, or even shelter — 
were struggling to live, to find their loved ones, in a world that had 
been turned in a single moment into hell on earth, did not occur to 
me. It was not until six years later, when I went to Hiroshima with 
my husband and children, that I began to learn something about 
those who had survived. Even then, I did not really try to under¬ 
stand. I was embarrassed to ask questions directly of the Japanese — 
and there was no Barefoot Gen to help me. It took many years of 
personal contact with hibakusha and their problems before the sig¬ 
nificance of their persistent appeal broke through my defenses. 
Theirs is not a message of hatred or blame, such as most Americans 
expect. Instead, it is one of deep concern which seeks only to save 
all humanity from their fate. 

“Let us be the only ones,” they say. “In war, we have all been 
aggressors and we have all been victims. We pray that the lesson of 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki will reverse the arms race and put an end 
to war itself. ’ ’ 

It is this lesson that Barefoot Gen presents with moving sim¬ 
plicity. As you read it, you who have never experienced war, try to 
put yourself in Gen’s place. Imagine yourself a little boy, suddenly 
faced as he was with the sudden and terrifying loss of your entire 
world — your family blown apart, your home destroyed, neighbors 
and friendly merchants and even familiar streets and neighborhoods 
vanished. Who, we may ask ourselves, was to blame? Gen himself 
had nothing to do with the war. He had only trusted and obeyed 
his parents who, in their turn, had trusted and obeyed those in 
authority over them — block leaders, politicians, militarists, and, 
finally, the emperor himself who was worshipped as a god. 

As you read this book, I urge you to think about what Gen’s 
Story says to us. What gods do we worship? What authority do we 
obey? Have we perhaps created a nuclear god whom we trust and to 
whom we pay tribute, a god whom we dare not criticise lest we be 
accused of blasphemy? Or are we worshipping a god of materialism 
that whispers to us that war is good for the economy and unemploy¬ 
ment more to be feared than the possibility that our nuclear arsenal 
may be used? Do we really believe that nuclear weapons can make 
us secure? Are we willing to be responsible for preparing to create 
hundreds of thousands — perhaps millions — like Gen? 


Hibakusha, remembering how the sudden and total devastation 
of the atomic bomb robbed them of all power to respond as human 
beings to those around them, tell us that the most fearful thing 
about nuclear weapons is that they will “destroy our humanity’’. I 
believe that we, Americans, need to consider whether the shock of 
hearing about the atomic bomb and its incomprehensible effects, 
may not have robbed us also of our humanity, resulting in a total 
inability to respond as human beings. How else can we explain the 
fact that even now, 34 years after the bombings, we are still re¬ 
fusing to inform ourselves about this most deadly of weapons, still 
refusing to express grief or regret, still justifying the inhumane use 
of not one, but two, such terrible bombs. Above all, how else can 
we explain the fact that we are continuing to develop and pay for 
the stockpiling of more and more such weapons and ignoring the 
suffering of those in our own country, as well as in Japan, who have 
been victims of radiation from these bombs? 

Whoever you are, as you read Barefoot Gen, I hope you will 
ask yourself what you can do to join with Keiji Nakazawa and all 
the other hibakusha who are teaching the rest of us what it is to be 
truly human, truly caring. If you are a student faced with those who 
seek to recruit you for the armed forces, you may wish to share Gen 
with some of your friends and talk with them about the subtle infil¬ 
tration of militarism into education. If you are a teacher, you will 
find Gen helpful in presenting the realities of war to those in your 
classes in order to counteract the one-sided history texts which tend 
to glorify war. And if you are a parent, I hope you will share Gen 
with your children and help them to understand that each one of us 
can be part of that spiritual chain reaction which alone can say 
“NO!” to the physical chain reaction which produced the atomic 
bomb. 

Just because human beings have always accepted war as a “nec¬ 
essary evil” does not mean that we must continue to do so once we 
realize that it will destroy us, both body and soul, if we continue to 
worship at its shrine. Mankind did not reach the stars by digging 
tunnels underground and mankind will not eliminate war until we 
believe in the possibility of peace and demand that our govern¬ 
ments join together to find how it can be achieved. 
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TO BECOME LIKE GEN 


by Noboru Nishio 
Peoples Research Institute 
On Energy and Environment 
Tokyo, Japan 

When I traveled abroad, one thing that struck me was how little 
the world knows about Japan. Other than the fact that the Japanese 
were the first people to become victims of the atomic bomb, and 
the fact that many people died, not much is known about the reali¬ 
ties of nuclear bombs among the people of the world. 

In 1978 we took a photograph exhibit titled “Atomic Bomb 
Pictures” to over ten places all over France. Many of the people in 
local action groups showed a real interest in this exhibit, and many 
said they had never realized that this experience was so tragic. They 
were also surprised to hear that many who survived the bombing 
have since died of radiation disease and cancer, and that even today, 
30 years later, there are 350 thousand victims of the atomic bomb 
still suffering, with no atomic bomb victim protection law yet en¬ 
acted. 

In Barefoot Gen the author, who himself experienced the 
atomic bomb, has vividly portrayed the tragedy through his pic¬ 
tures. Through the flow of these pictures he has also been able to 
bring to life some of the emotions of those who lived through it. I 
have read and reread this comic book many times and each time I 
am unable to hold back my tears. 

The translation of Barefoot Gen into English will enable mil¬ 
lions of people in English-speaking countries to learn of the Japanese 
people’s experience with the atomic bomb. By using the form of 
cartoons, which are a means of communication beyond words, it 
will enable not only those who can read but also children and non¬ 
readers to learn about this tragedy. It can be conveyed to the four 
billion people living today and to their children and grandchildren. 

This is an epoch-making project, not only in format but in con¬ 
tent. The main themes of Gen are the wair and the atomic bomb, 


but when one looks at it in detail it also confronts many issues that 
accompany this experience. It describes and condemns, for example 
discrimination against atomic bomb victims, the handicapped,’ 
orphans, Koreans, women and the poor. It also exposes the reality 
ot those who were starving and homeless and those who on the 
other hand had more than enough and were wasting what they had 
Today this type of waste can be seen in the overheating of build- 
mgs, in the quickly discarded toys and clothes of our children in 
tields where vegetables rot when prices fall. 

Gen also describes the history of the common people whose 
lives have been constantly trampled on. How was life for ordinary 
people under the militarist state which carried out this war? Through 
Gen we can tread on some of this same ground and experience their 
anger and sorrow. 

Today we can hear kindergarten children blithely yelling “I’ll 
i you or You die”; we find life-endangering chemicals being 
used in our foods and radioactive wastes being spewed into our en¬ 
vironment. Industrial plants which have been forbidden to operate 
in Japan are constructed in Southeast Asia, and nuclear power 
plants more dangerous than Three Mile Island’s are being built one 
alter the other in this overcrowded country. How have we come to 
this point? These acts, which will deny life and joy to us and our 
descendants for decades to come, can only be seen as signs of mad¬ 
ness. 

I feel that thls discrimination, wastefulness and belittlement of 
htein our present society are clear indications of what “war” is 
Today when we look around us we can see these signs everywhere. 
Atomic bombs and nuclear power plants are good examples of this 
Are we not in the midst of a war today? 

The past ten years of Japan’s rapid economic growth has to a 
arge extent been thanks to the demand created by the Vietnam 
War for weapon parts and toxic chemicals. When I recall these facts 
and realize that Japan was actually a participant in this war, it sad¬ 
dens me to know that even though those of us in the Vietnam 
Peace Movement cried out against it, our actions cannot be a pardon 
or the participation of Japan in the war. Today these same industri¬ 
al and political structures remain unchanged: we are still in this 
condition of war. 

One thing we can do today is to introduce Gen to the people of 
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lhe world. We ourselves must become like Gen, and put an end to 
the proliferation of atomic bombs and nuclear power plants. Bare¬ 
foot Gen can help provide us with energy for this task. 


ABOUT PROJECT GEN 


Project Gen was formed in November 1976 by some Japanese 
participants in the Continental Walk for Disarmament and Social 
Justice which crossed the United States that year. On the way they 
met many Americans who wanted to know more about the experi¬ 
ences of victims of the Hiroshima and Nagasaki A-bombs, and a 
Japanese comic book called Hadashi no Gen (Barefoot Gen) 
proved a uniquely effective tool for telling the story. On their re¬ 
turn to Japan they talked to the author, Keiji Nakazawa, and got 
his permission to begin translating Gen into other languages. The 
initial goal was an English translation of the first four volumes, 
1100 pages in all, which had originally been serialized in a weekly 
children’s comic magazine. 

The first year of effort by an all-volunteer staff yielded two 32- 
page digests of the entire series. Finally, in May 1978, Volume One 
of Barefoot Gen was published in Tokyo after over a year of trans¬ 
lating, lettering, layout, fundraising, and the time-consuming task 
of reversing the cartoon sequence so that it could be read by Western 
readers. 3000 copies were printed and distributed around the world, 
mostly through individual friends and groups involved in the peace 
and environmental movements. Work began on Volume Two in the 
fall of 1978 and the final manuscript was ready for publication in 
May 1979. 

We would like to thank Dadakai, a group of Americans en¬ 
gaged in translating Japanese comics into English, for doing the 
draft translation of Volume Two. Special thanks are also due the 
many people around the globe who helped distribute Volume One 
and gave us their support and advice. With the publication of this 
second volume, Project Gen would like to enlist the aid of people in 
non-English speaking countries in translating Barefoot Gen into 
other languages. If time and funding permit, we would also like to 
continue our own work of translating a third volume of Gen into 
English. We need any assistance you can give us in these endeavors 
or in distributing Volume Two. We feel it is more urgent than ever 
that the facts about nuclear war — as seen through the eyes of the 
first victims — be conveyed around the world, and we think that 
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Barefoot Gen can serve in this effort. If you agree and would like 
to help, please contact Project Gen at the addresses below. 


PROJECT GEN 

(Japan) 

c/o Masahiro Oshima 
5-4-3 Shinmachi 
Hoya-shi, Tokyo, Japan 202 


(USA) 

c/o Jim Peck 

War Resisters League 
339 Lafayette Street 
New York, New York 10012 


A WORD FROM THE TRANSLATORS 


In Volume One of Barefoot Gen, author Ketji Nakazawa begins 
his semi-autobiographical story by introducing the Nakaoka family 
in wartime Hiroshima. In addition to enduring almost constant air 
raids and lack of food in a nation on its knees, the family is forced 
to suffer ostracism and persecution because of Mr. Nakaoka’s op¬ 
position to the war—a war few people then dared or thought to 
to question. Life is not easy for a family of seven in Japan in 1945: 
the eldest son, Koji, reports for duty at the Youth Training Corps 
of the Imperial Navy’s Air Corps; Akira is evacuated to the country¬ 
side; and Eiko, Gen and Shinji remain in the city with their father 
and pregnant mother. Gen, in the second grade of primary school, 
is the hero of the story and it is his indomitable spirit in the face of 
constant hunger and injustice that helps sustain the family. 

Through thick and thin the Nakaokas survive as Japan’s war situ¬ 
ation deteriorates - until 8:15 a.m., August 6,1945. At that instant 
the heavens shook to the sound of mankind’s ultimate insanity— 
the explosion of the atomic bomb—and the result was a devastation 
unparalleled in the annals of warfare. The Nakaokas are spared ins¬ 
tant annihilation, but by a cruel twist of fate Mr. Nakaoka, Eiko and 
Shmji perish in flames, trapped in the rubble of their home, while 
Mrs. Nakaoka and Gen watch helplessly. That same day, in the 
midst of a living hell, Gen’s mother gives birth to a baby girl. 

Volume Two is the story of young Gen, his mother and her baby, 
and their struggle to survive in the wake of the atomic blast— in a 
nightmare of total destruction, starvation, radiation sickness, and social 
breakdown. It is a situation guaranteed to bring out the ugliest 
aspects of society and man, and yet also one in which love, compas¬ 
sion, and perseverance shine through like the sun. Throughout every¬ 
thing, little Gen never gives up, and he serves as an inspiration to 
all of us. 

Barefoot Gen (Hadashi no Gen) is a classic among Japanese 
comic books, and it has profoundly moved its readers with its uplifting 
but starkly realistic themes. It was originally serialized in Shukan 
Shonen Jampu, the largest weekly comic in Japan with a circulation 


today of almost two million (in fact, one of the largest selling weekly 
magazines in the world) and has since been compiled into more than 
one edition of four volumes. 

Western readers are likely to be astounded by both the length and 
content of a “comic” book like Barefoot Gen. To further the reader’s 
uiinprehension of the story it should be noted that “comics” in Japan 
have become a far more integral part of the overall culture than is true 
In any other nation. In Japan, everyone reads comics, from 
elementary schoolchildren to company presidents; the average comic 
'' book” is around 300 pages long as opposed to 20 in the United States, 
and is read usually in about 30 minutes. Barefoot Gen, therefore, 
is not the property of an isolated subculture. 

In translating comic books, as opposed to other written material, 
an entirely unique set of problems is encountered. The pictures 
lliemselves are the primary medium, and the words are supple¬ 
mentary, but while the words may be translated into a foreign 
language, the pictures themselves must usually remain in their 
original form. Normally this poses no problems, but at times 
cultural differences such as facial expressions or body language 
do become apparent. In such cases we have taken the liberty of 
altering or expanding the information available so the English 
reader will encounter a minimum of difficulty. The emphasis on 
translation has been on fluidity and readability in English while 
retaining the essence of the original Japanese meaning. 

The reader may be disturbed by the frequency with which 
characters slap or knock one another, or perplexed when Gen bursts 
out singing in the face of adversity. In the first case, violence is a form 
of exaggeration commonly used in the Japanese comic idiom for 
dramatic effect; it also reflects the tensions in people’s lives at the 
time. In the second case another sort of caricature is used to reflect 
Gen’s indomitable spirit. We are convinced, however, that 
differences such as these will present no obstacle to enjoyment of 
the story and an appreciation of its major themes. 

Barefoot Gen is the saga of a triumph of human spirit in the 
midst of one of the world’s greatest tragedies. It is a story and a 
message which we believe must be told to the world—the story of Gen, 
and the message of “No More Hiroshimas”. 
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BAREFOOT GEN 

(HADASHl NO GEN) 

a cartoon story of Hiroshima 
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CLOTHES WHEN THE BOMB EXPlODED- 
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IF ONLY THE BLOCK SUPERINTENDENT AND 
RYUKICHI HAD HELPED, MY WHOLE FAMILY 
WOULD BE ALIUE TODAY- 
I'LL GET THEM^^ 

someday... 
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I -1 HAVE TO GO NOW- 
I HAVE TO GO GET SOME RICE 
FDR My MOTHER. 
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I CAN'T RUN ANOTHER STEP... MY BURNS 
HURT TOO MUCH... I CANT MOVE MY LEGS... 
I’LL JUST PIE HERE... 


PONT SAY 
THAT . 
MOTHER/ 
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n leave me/ 

but PLEASE... MAKE SURE THAT 
My ASHES ARE BURIED WITH THOSE 
OF YOUR DEAR FATHER 
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I PROMISED MY MOTHER THAT I 
WOULD BURY HER ASHES ALONGSIDE 
THOSE OF FATHER... 

AND I HAVE TO FIND HER BODY IF 
IT'S THE LAST THING IDO. 
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GEN, I’M NOT GOING TO DIE. 

HOW COULD I DIE AND LEAVE YOU 
AND YOUR SISTER? 

I HAVENT FORGOTTEN YOUR FATHERS 
WORDS. * 


KIMIE.AS A MOTHER,YOU'VE AN OBLIGATION TO 
RAISE THE CHILD YOU'RE CARRYING... 

AND AKIRA'S STILL IN THE COUNTRY AND 
KOJI'S IN THE NAVY/ 

THEY NEED A MOTHER// 




LETS 60 TO EBA, NOW. 'l 

LETS TRY TO GO 
SOMEWHERE FARAWAY , 
FROM THESE BAD 

memories.. 




194 






















































































































































































































200 





































































































203 





























































































































































































/N JAPANESE, THE VORP FOR FRIEND IS 
70/imm THE NAME 6EN CHOSE/SHADE DP 
OF nvOAAPTS ■■ T0MOCFH/EM>)AM>HO (CH/IP) 
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/ TOE A STUBBORN WOMf\N. 

MRS.HR/ftSHI HERE SAYS SHE WOjfT 
► PRESS FURTHER CHARGES IF TOO 11 
ONLY SIGN AN APOLOGY- 
T) DONT PUSH TOUR LUCK ANY 
FURTHER/ 



IS IT WRONG TO REFUSE 
TO SIGN AN APOLOGY FOR 
A CRIME I HAVENT 
COMMITTED? 
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IF YOU GOTO JAIL YOU WONT CONE 
OUT FOR SOME TIME, YOU KNOW. 

YOU HAVE ACHILD AND A BABY 
DONT YOU ? THEY'RE PROBABLY CRYING 
RIGHT NOW WAITING FDR YOU TO 
RETURN. 
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WE'VE GOT TO GO BACK/ 

WE'VE GOT TO PROVE TO THEM 
WE'RE NOT THIEVES/ 

I’LL FIND OUT WHO REALLY STOLE 
THE RICE/ 
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HUMPH. . 

LOUSY beggars asking 
FOR A PLACE TO SLEEP 
WHO DO THEY THINK 





SIGN - ROOMS FOR RENT 




PEOPLE LIKE YOU WHO l ' HAT 
ENJOY MAKING OTHER ' ~ 
PEOPLE SUFFER DON'T 
DIE PLEASANT DEATHS^ 



* DON'T BE SURPRISED 

IF YOUR HOUSE BURNS 

* DOlwN AND YOU 

r DIE IN THE FLAMES, 
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THE FIRST THING YOU KNOW 
THEY'D DIE IN (M OF OUR ROOMS. 
AND THERE ISN'T ANYONE TO 
CLAIM THE BODY, SO WE’D GET , 
STUCK WITH THE FUNERAL BILL/ 












































































































































: "^ K tMn. 

PP 

1 

rW THERE'S NO 
^ |@%n PLACE TO SLEEP 
□ LOV HERE EITHER, 

rW SEN - 


WHAT WILL WE DO? 
if! 'rgjjh v^wsiRND 

THE PEOPLE HERE W IF ONLY 

OT ARE COLD. ^ Ue HAD 

NO ONE'S LIFTED A ) 1 f SOME MONEY.. 

finger to help us... A i V 


l't"/^l/ IT^THE SAME 

IMt7wW everywhere. 

/ If EVERYONE 

. 7 |k LOOKS OUT 

/ ilk ONLY FOR 

XL^ggflfM'MSELT. 

iW 


TjM, 

v w / 
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PS,-GEN- IP WE m 

WHAT LL WE DO?/ SOMF EXTCA 

WITHOUT MONEY WE CANT CLOTHES WE 

BUY ANY FOOD-- COULD SELL 

WE'RE HELPLESS/ A THEM BUT- 



SIGN-PLEASE GIVE ME WORK/ 
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THIS IS AWFUL/ 

HE'S COVERED WITH MAGGOTS 
AND PUS AND LYING IN HIS 
(X)N MESS/HOW COULD ANYONE 
HAVE LEFT HIMaLIKE THIS/? 


HELP/I’M ITCHING ALL OVER... 
THE MAGGOTS THAT HAVE 4 
HATCHED IN MY BURNS HAVE * 
STARTED MOVING/HURRY UP T 































































































261 












































































262 



263 






























































264 























































































































L1STEMDEAR, V ITS USELESS. 
WOULDN'T WE P1)T\> THEY'RE ALL 
TOBROTHER ,Y 

INAHOSPITAL?/Aon H HEBSsT. 


WELL, I'M SICK AND 

TIRED OF TAKING CARE < 
OFAMpNSTERLIKE 

that/thevre EVEN. 

S^MtheC 


SEIJI'S MV ONLY 

BRCTHER,HANA 
YOU'LL JUST 
HADE TO BE 
PATIENT 
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WE'D BETTER NCI GO NEf\R 
HIM EITHER 

HEALTHY PEOPLE HWJE DIED JUST 
FROM WAITING IN THE AREA 
WHERE THE BOMB EXPLODED-- 
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1 DON'T 1 
KNOW WHAT' 
W'RE i 
TALKING J 
ABOUT//^ 

k / LIAR/ 

21 > 1 KNOW 
■§/ W STOLE 
Wm. THAT FROM 
FAMILY// 


c JFSX 


a® 
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§p§ 

Hii 


180 

OHRYUTA... ^|IXi3fRx*T /«., 

J.»Em 4f®®ifi>ffi' 

^Dl Km ^ W&W - 

PLUM... r ^y T - i LV~^Ol l°N'0N 

,?N10N/ 

i ll get one 

FOR YOU/ Jk^ 7 

—---j 

W * 

EXCUSE ME V I'VE NOTHING 

MA'AM - H FOR TRASH LIKE 

S^REA^P^kPeD )^\ No^'BEGONE 

j£j ( POOR ONION... 

l HE just kept saying 


nxS^jncT^ 

■ ™v E fel[, 
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1 FT MF ^ GEN, STOP/ 

r r a S „ WE J UST HAkVETO 

> GO-/ , y >< POT UP WITH HER 
("MAMA// SO TOR NOW/ 

WOgWITCH/ 
r 1 HOPE W „ 

HaHH 

P5 WHAT A FRIGHT// 
r< BUT I'LL SHOW „ X 
®*W THAT AWFUL CHILD// ) V 

/CmX^T 


GEM... ) (UJUST 

WHAT'S DONE / JPf ) COULDNt 

IS DONE... ^^STANDHER, 

1?/ 

WWHA 

2?/ 
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J TRIED TO PAINT A PICTURE 
HOLDING THE BRUSH BETWEEN 
NY TEETH UkE YOU SUGGESTED, GEN. 
BUT I CANT/ 
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SEE,MR.SEU1?/ 

YOU CAN’T DIE NOW/ 
YOU'VE GOT TO TEACH ME 
HOW TO PAINT/ 

























































































































